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Day 


Author's Notes: 

I've been getting into Sweet like HELLA recently, but the story behind the band is probably the saddest band 
story I've read so far and it does sadden me a lot, but since sadness is often a driving force behind my work 
(well, except smut ;)) there you have the following fanfic. Hope you enjoy! And as usually, feedback is mucho 
appreciado :) 


On a rainy day in London, Sweet were about to hit the stage in a couple of hours, which meant even more 
hours spent on preparation than the actual hours spent playing on stage. The guys were supposed to drive off 
for the venue, but Brian wasn't to be found anywhere. After a few minutes of looking around, Steve finally 
found him sitting outside, hidden from the silent rain, but still close enough to experience its cleansing cold. 


Steve was just about to shout his name out loud, but then something prevented him from doing so. 


Something had changed; something was different compared to before. Sure, he was smoking a cigarette, typical 
Brian. However, Steve knew him well. Brian usually had a faint smile blooming on his thin lips while smoking, he'd 
often try to hide it from his face, but Steve had noticed it anyway. He always seemed to have something to 


smile about, while just smoking a goddamn cigarette. Now..it wasn't there. He hadn't even seen it soon. Where 


was it? The overall liveness and glow that used to radiate from the singer, even if he was doing nothing but 
simply smoking a cigarette, where was it now? What else - oh yes, he would usually have a girl or two sitting 
in his lap and he would smile at them sweetly while they were making him compliments heard thousands of 
times before with the hopes of getting a piece of the action, but he would smile and appreciate them as the 
down-to-earth, kind guy he was. Now there wasn't a girl in his lap, neither did he look like he missed one. And 
his eyes, his lively green eyes that used to sparkle, no matter what? That sparkle seems to have drowned into 
the sorrow that has veiled those eyes now. ‘What is wrong? What is wrong with this picture? Steve thought 
to himself in the hopes of finding the slightest hint of a smile or at least peace on the platinum blond's face. 
Brian was staring into the distant mist that had embraced the city. It probably reminded him of the mist that 
was embracing his own self and that obviously disturbed him, since his eyebrows discovered a furrow. A 


furrow that seemed still so beautiful on the front man's face, written in woe. 


Steve snapped out of his daze and decided to snap Brian out of his own troubles. Liked it or not he had to 
disturb him, instead of leave him to his thoughts. 


"Brian," Steve shouted with no emotion to be heard in his tone, "it's time to go." The bassist's voice made Brian 


inhale deeply and he turned to face the bassist. 


"Yeah, I'll be right with you," Brian looked in Steve's eyes for a moment and then his gaze dropped to the 
ground, obviously still deep in thought. In a matter of seconds, something clicked in Brian. His jaw tightened and 
his look got even colder and lifeless as he mercilessly put out his cigarette in the ashtray. He sharply rose to 
his knees and walked up to Steve. “Somebody's got to put on the show," he said with a bleak smile more to 
himself than to Steve and he stormed away. Steve turned around and followed the singer with his eyes as his 
shadow melted away. Steve was definitely puzzled. His gaze wandered to the ashtray. What was once burning 


wild now seems to have turned to ashes. 


"Your smile has decayed 

# will never be the same 

| never thought | would laugh again 

| should be knowing this, it used to be me" Katatonia, "Day" 


